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Have a full year , 

of the HOTTEST i 

illustrated fantasy i 
magazine brought I 
right to your door [ 
for only $29.00 . 


Well, the first convention of 1999 has come and gone os 
MegaCon in Orlando morked the debut of our traveling season. 
Thonks to all of the artists who mode the fantasy art show and auction 
a success. This issue of FFFI features original stories from a wide array 
of artists and writers. Our first story is classic fantasy tale woven by 
writer Joe Mortin drawn by French-Americon comic artist Philip Xavier. 
Next, Avalon studios Whilce Portacio and Brian Haberlin give us o 
look at their newest creation which will be launched os on 
independent comic this Fall. Two of our longest running continued 
stories ore concluded this issue os Alex Horley ond Elio leone 
wrap-up the outrageous saga Infernus Terra in dramatic fashion and 
The Brothers Hildebrondt finish their wild ride The Emerald Seven. An 
internationol find by the nome of Alberto Ponticelli is featured for the 
first time os he contributes a hilarious black comedy. Our text section 
this issue is from legendary sci-fi oufhor Orson Scott Card os he gives 
us o look at his upcoming novel Enchantment. 

Our next issue, on sole in May, marks the return to the public 
eye of legends Alex Nino and Pablo Marcos. Both of these 
extremely talented artists hove been obsent from the comics scene and 
we're bringing them bock with new original stories. Alex is 
biosting back with a speli-binding 20 page story ond Pablo is moking 
his return with an eye-catching 1 4 page painted tale. Also 
spotlighted in this issue are exciting writer/artist combinations such as 
Alon Grant/Jon Howard and Matt Nixon/Steven Rupp. The next 
segment of writer Elio Leone's and artist Tom Grindberg's futuristic 
drama Spocejackers will also be included. Thanks to everyone that 
stopped by our booth in Orlando. Be on the lookout for FFF! this 
summer os we make convention oppearances in both Chicago and 
San Diego. 
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FRANK FRAZETTA’S 
"The Egyptian Queen” 


Exactly what kind of artist is Frazetta? Many consider him a fantasist and lock 
him into this small pigeonhole. Some derisively dismiss his efforts as mere 
illustration, never attaining the levels required by fine art. Both opinions are 
clearly incorrect. If one needs a description for what Frazetta accomplishes with a 
brush, we should refer to him as a Romantic Expressionist. An expressionist uses 
color simply for its emotional impact while a romanticist is known by his themes, 
e.g. heroic action, high adventure, sublime landscapes - dramatic tableaus charged 
with piission, wonder and horror. A strong realistic, representational approach 
conveys the subject to the viewer. Frazetta combines both attitudes by offering 
realistic images couched in an atmosphere of impressionistic and suggestive tints. 
Color establishes and reinforces the emotional impact of a Frazetta canvas. 

The Egyptian Queen is a good example of Frazetta employing a romantic 
theme and giving it his own unique interpretative twist. Instead of painting a 
standard neo-classical scene with static, languid, heavily-draped bodies set in a lush 
interior abundant with nonstop detail' (a'la Gerome, Alma-Tadema, or Bouguereau), 
Frazetta organizes his composition as a moment of life-or-death drama. The Queen 
immediately captures our visual attention; she is zaftig, pliant and vulnerable. 
Frazetta paints a woman of Ruebenesque proportion - round breasts and rounder 
belly. Traditionally. Frazetta favors lighting his compositions with a uniform carpet 
of light falling down on the figures. However, in this oil Frazetta chooses to cast a 
dramatic spotlight on the Queen and the pillar - virtuoso effects that resonate with 
historical influences tracing back to Rembrandt. The intimidating leopard and sword- 
bearing guard emerge from strongly suggestive shadows. Hints of green grace the 
Queen and the pillar providing strong evocative messages of mortality and immi- 
nent death. The dominant brown and umber tones reinforce the earthy quality of 
the setting. 

Frazetta did have considerable difficulty in completing this painting. The 
original version, published on the cover to the Warren magazine EERIE #23, depicts 
the Queen with a rather forced and theatrical expression of fright. Frazetta was not 
happy with this obvious and conventional cliche. After much effort he finally 
achieved brushing-in a face with a far more subtle expression delicately combining 
the elements of shock, haughtiness, dignity and emerging fear. The Queen now 
had a psychological depth to match her sensuous texturing. This is a work of strong 
styling, emotional impact and unlimited suggestibility. 

Is this illustration? This oil illustrates nothing except a single pulse of creative 
inspiration arising directly from Frazetta s deep imaginative resources. Frazetta’s art 
transcends simple illustration in the same way Michaelangelo, Raphael and 
Rembrandt transcended bible illustration and elevated it to high art revered and 
respected throughout human history. Art is an honest expression of soul using line, 
color, figure and form as its instruments. The ultimate end of fine art is the 
expression of the truth in any artist's soul. Frazetta is a self-taught artist who 
creates from the heart. One never sees a stale, academic deadness in his work. 
Frazetta's soul LIVES in his art and the magic of art is that we can share in his 
wondrous gift. Frazetta s art enhances our lives and. as with all great enduring art. 
makes the world a richer, more satisfying place. 


Dr. David Winiewicz 





CMMf s Roman macKine Kad Invaded 
iKe IjIc of the with vtfloru of 

adding it I® her Empire- “ die had 
done wllh couau the 


they look by oommcrce. ThcLfg 
were adept at testing both methodt 


ft was on the trade wd to I 
CwnulodunLim that y«ur storyl 
beglm, httle one. I 


tfhe vowed to blast the pigs from 
OUT very shores and she knew Just how 
to fi^t thera 1° strike awe Into them, 
pigs, she called them. A>^ I *y ibal 
was an INDIGNITY I- 


they were truly 
Bitt nty <(ucen w 


[qutok temped, 


Boudicca had prepared very well 
jurprise was on Her side. F^AR 
was on her side. At'd. of course, 
so was our goddess. Andtaste.-. 


...Andrasle. the queen of 
battle, whom the TA'^rrigu 
^led with the visage of 
the crow and the raven. 


N°t one Roman Wed that day. 
\Je made short work of them. 
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B°lkjIcc« relumed to CaJTiulodunum after 
the battk. Xhe Romans never knew 
that we had already razed the city. 


It will he written in thetr prcctwjs BOOK.J 
that my queen commanded great atrocities 
be done to the people there... dxty thousand 
‘jf them. 1 say it was no less than fitting. 
"They had sbln ten fold more of your 
Keltei brothers and asters. 


cjhe found the temple of Claudius 
to her liking and decreed it spared. 




1 remember how battle weary she was that 
day. but B^'cea had fought well as 1 knew 
she would. NONE of the blood that stained 
her skin and cloak was her own. 


Yet. as I led her to the temple girden so she 
might rest, her eyes were deeply troubled. 
Once alone, her normal face of toanitc... 
crumbled. H^r HORRORd had been 





V/e were In moumlng_ over the pasSng of the 
JeenSan kin^ B°udlcca s huihand PrasutagJi 
when a company of pigs came to us. Jpears In 
hantJ. they procured a will that passed half of 
the kingdom over to Roman rule. 


{n her throne room, she refused them, saying 
■Whither Prasutagos left you the half or 
even the whole of it, [ care not. X^rn you 
from this place and go back to Rome that 
hell that spawned you -- or [ 11 not be 
accountable for the Iron i’ll leave In yeur belly. 



A Kandful >>f warriors and a few 
old men were not cneu^ to flop 
them from layinfe hands on eur 


precariwjs to the Roman mind i 
asicd army of Jcenlan tribesmen. 


In their time honored custom. 


they {SCOURGED 


...and forced her to watch 

the {SLAUGHTER 

of her own blood! 


I Their biggest mistake 
I was leaving her aive. 
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V/Hat ceuH queD aich hon«n 
from my queen i mind? Baltic 
weary and viiUed upon by the 
nightmares. I bade her to rest 
within the temple. i 


...and slept. What comes next 
I recount from her very words. 
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^ I called upon the andent 






I walked by a wood where I 
heard the laii|^ter of children 
so 1 followed II. 


cSoon I oan>e to a clearlni where the 
canopy allowed golden jurught to vUit 
the earth and there f found a Jidhc* 
mound, high and marked with jtonei. 


And then I iaw Hu. 


1 The world w 

ai no lon^ orlrruon. ft fi 

3 waj irecn and 

S^ld and blue and radiant, [j 

1 The air waj a 

1 1 lowers and honey. B 






"Beautiful HU GADARN 
welcomed me and Invited 
me mto his beautiful world. 


He offered hu hand and 
said, 'C'*nie with me. 


“Tbls land Is mine. 

[jet me show it to you. 


{Something abwjt his eyes 
and the mudo In the trees 
made me want to go with 
hlnv 1 took his hand. 






none 


In the dayi that foljowcd, he 
wai thoughtful warm, gentle... 

JO unlike any man I ve known. I 
did not have to be hard when 1 
W8i with him. for the first time, 
1 did not regret Ixing a worrran. 


We played, hunted, lauded, 
made love... Hu Gadam was 
mine and I was his. I forgot 
any world but our own... 


pear them not, B°udlooa. 
'T'hcy are my people and, 
like me. they shall ever 
adore you and hve y«u. 


...and after a month and a day, 

1 knew I was with child. Hu 
f<LI<ScSED me when | told him. 
He was delighted. Qh. V°adlcca. 
I wished to be with him forcverl 












blejsed you, child. I 
a divinity and (he I 
herjclf! lightened I 


In the wee hours before the 
dawa she had me choose 
her nine greatest warrtoK and 
decreed ] take you far from 
that place to a land where 
the Romans could never find 
or touch you. 


^nd her last words to rne were. 
V°”-tell her about me when she 
Is old enough to understand. XcU 
her 1 love ncr. . 




tjhe continued her revolt the very next day, 
marching and laying waste to two more Romanized 
cities, L®ndir&im and Verulamium. Allied legions 
collected under the banner of ^Juetonlus pauinus, 
Rome 5 finest soldier of the day... 


...while thousands of Rcltoi had joined 
Boudlcca 3 cause. 1 heard she gpve a 
fiery speech, riding In her chariot from 
clan to clan, steeling them and citing 
"The gods are with ud 


And she w<aild have 
known better than an' 


...WOUUP SHE 
NOr?...-V/£'/yt- 
SME SLEEPS... 


..SLEEP WELL, 
LfTTLE BO... 


\ ' 



J— y' 
















Ladies and gentlemen of ihe World Archeological Foundation, 1 appreciate this opportunity to relate my 
story. 1 know my findings are controversial to say tlie least, but please wait for me to finish and then 1 will 
gladly answer your questions. 

The evidence 1 have recovered leads to one inescapable conclusion: that the niNlhs and legends of our 
prehistory have their basis in hard fact. The artifacts and scrolls are, as you will see, not really written in the 
conventional sense, but a product of prehistoric technology which surpasses our own. 

According to the scrolls, there was a great battle which took place some 500.000 years ago between heaven 
and earth. It seems to cross most of the world legends and myths,. .the participants were Angels. Demons. 
Titans, Cyclops, Gods, and Jinn. In the bible it was the casting out.. .in Greek myilt the war between the 
Gods and Titans.. .and it appears in countless different traditions with countless difterent names. Tliey were 
all one and the same. The war between the gods. 

And when it was over the losers.. .the Titans. Cyclops, and Jinn.. .were mostly destroyed, but some were 
made to pay penance. For example, tlie scrolls go into great detail about the Jinn. How they amongst all the 
others were closest to supreme power. The prehistoric technology we've found dcfinitcl)' indicates they 
could manipulate and convert matter into energy and back with the ability to reorganize matter on a 
molecular scale. Tliey couldn’t create somctliing from nothing, but could change lead to gold.. .make that 
gold explode, etc. We foimd evidence of craters a mile across dating from the “WAR.’’ and several 
physicists that 1 have spoken with say the energy release needed to create such a crater would be bigger 
tlian anything we have tested or used in our present day. 

As their punishment, the Jinn were sentenced to serve mankind, but not witli our fairy tale version of "three 
wishes.” This was ‘til death do us part. They were programmed by tlie victorious Angels to onh' use their 
miraculous powers if some poor human used the "I wish” command. 

Tlie Gods have been chained and put into tlie service of man. 

An excerpt from a speech given by Damion Vargas. Ph.D. at Antioch University, July 23, 1998 
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IT FSet-S UKe A PIFFEREUT TIME. 
THE PyRAMIPS U3WEl.y SEWTIWELS 
OF THIWeS PAST. 


OM THIS ©ROUWP STROPS I 
OCOPATKA. Al£XAMPER, I 
PERHAPS A CAESAR OR I 
TWO. AMP WHEM THE WIMP I 
BtOWS you CAW ALMOST I 
I HEAR THEIR VOICES. I 


BUT WE ALREAPy KMOW THAT TH£y WERE 
HERE, IT'S WRITTEW. CARVEP-BEEW THERE. 
PIEP, 0URIEP, PUS UP. AWP PUT IW SOME 
PUSTY MUSEUM CASE. 


WE PIS TO PISCOVER THE BEFORE. 
WE PIS FOR SLORy-FAME-SRAWTSI 


BUT MOSTty IT SEEMS WE PIS. 
CATESORIZE. LABEL, AWP BOX AWAY. 


I BUT IT'S MOT ABOUT THE PISSIWS. 
I IT'S ABOUT THE PfSCOVB^IMS. 

I THAT'S WHY WE'RE HERE. 






I PEOPie THIUk t'M AFTER THE P>ROVER0)At 
I W(W OOOSE-AHA0 fM SSARCH OF HIS WHITE 
' WHAl£-l WAS 0E6IMKJIM<? TO 0ELIEVE THEM. 


WE FOUWI7 
SOMETHW©! 
SOMETHIW© 

. BIOl 


/Vofessof 

^•SCUSSlOi 


MUSIC TO A PIGSER'S EARS-WE FOUWP 
SOMETHftJO OR WHAT'S THAT? OR 
COUiV THIS BE? 0UT FOUMP SOMETHIWG 
IS 0y FAR THE BEST. 


AMP WE HIT PAX PIRT-A HUMAW SKELETOH. 
MOT SOME HALF-APE. BUT MOPERM MAM. 

THE OMLV PROBLEM WAS WHAT WE FULLY 
EXCAVATEP WAS JUST OVER FORTY FEET 
TALL WITH A SIM9LE BYE SOCKET JUST 
ABOVE WHERE ITS MOSE WAS. WE FOUMP 
THE IMPOSSIBLE. WE FOUMP THE SKELETAL 
REMAIMS OF A MYTH-AM HOMEST TO ©OP 
CYCLOPS] 


WE WERE HERE TO SHOW THEM-SHOW THEM ALL] 
THAT WE ALL COME FROM MUCH OLPER STUFF. 
THAT THE WHISPERS OF OUR MYTH AMP LESEMP 
HOLP THE RIMS OF LOM© FORSOTTEM TRUTHS. 


WE WEREM'T HUMTIMS FOR SOME PREHISTORIC 
AMIMAL. WE WERE SEARCHIM© FOR OUR PRE- 
HISTORY. 


AS WE W6MT POWM THE MAKESHIFT ELEVATOR 
WE TRAVELEP BACK THROUSH THE MILLEMMIA OF 
STRATA. 


AT THE BASE LEVEL AMYTHIMG THAT 
LEFT ITS MARK WAS LIVIM© 500.000 




* 'Wv' ' • I 





y 1 



In 





1 


IM 



1 

AMP ALL 1 COULP THIMK OF AT THE TIME I 



ABOUT HUSTLIM© FOR ©RANTS IM THE 1 

FUTURE. 






■£ r 't 1 J\w W 
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THAT WAS JUST 
THE 0£<3IMHtM6 OP 
THE IMPOSSIBLE, 


WE FOUWP A TEMPLE OF AH 
ARCHITECTURAL FORM HOWE OF 
US HAVE EVER SEEH BEFORE. 
AWP WITHIU IT ROWS UPOU 
ROWS OF GOLPEH SCROLLS, 


I BROKE THE SEAL OH OHE AHP 
I WAS gRABBEP 6V HISTORY. 


SUPPEHLV I WAS THERE. 500,000 
VEARS AOO LIKE IT WAS TOPAV. 


I AT FIRST I THOUGHT IT WAS 
SOME SORT OF VISUAL RECORP. 
PERHAPS SOME SORT OF 
PREHISTORIC TECHHOLOOy. 


I BUT THEH THE MOHSTER 
I REACHEP ACROSS TIME. 


WHAT?! 





TIME MATTERS WOT TO MX KIWP, 


SOME THIWQS ARE BETTER LEFT SURIEP. 


FROM PAST TO 
THE PRESEWT MX 
VIStOW OHAWgES. 


WHO ARB YOU' 


I AM TAMTfS. JIWWI OF THE 
EFREET ORPER, AWP THtS 
IS THE BESIWMIWS OF THE 
etiV> FOR WUMBER SIX. 







jow At-u you 
f HAVe TO VQ IS 
SAY THE MAGIC 
WOROS ANP (T WIL 
k AUI. COME TO 
^ AW EWP. 

YOU 

POOR 


UUGH! 


AAARGH! 


I-I WISH I 
WERE PEAPI 


WISH 

^AMTEP. 


WO MORE, I CAW'T SEE 
AMYMORE-l'Ll. SO MAP! 



BUT you ARB THE 
wiTNess-you 

FOUMP TH6 «CROLt- 

you MUST see. 


SHE IS A COMMON THIEF. 
KAREN SUMMERS. 


ANP AS SOON AS SHE TOUCMeS THE 
ROCK SHE'1.U GUARANTEE HERSEUF 
THE NEXT SPOT ON MY VICTIM LIST. 


PON'T TOUCH 


' HMMM.„ 

•p BETTER CHECK 
IT OUT. 


OH, HOW CONSIPERATE...BUT I'M 
AFRAIP SHE CAN'T HEAR YOU. 


NOW, l-a MAKE A LITTLE NOISE 
IN THE OTHER ROOM. I WANT 
HER TO WITNESS My ARTISTRV. 



ri r 


THE WALKING PEAP-SHE WIU BE NUMBER 
SEVEN. IT'S ALMOST TOO EASy NOW. | 

m SOMETIMES 1 HAVE TO WAIT MILLENNI 
FOR SOMEONE ELSE TO FINP ROLANP 
” ANP OeCOMS HIS MASTER. 






^ BUT t POWT ^ 

see AW/THtw®. 
PROBABiy JUST 
^ RATS. ^ 


KMOW tT. 


'^OH. MV 
(SOP! OH. 
.MV SOP! 


WHAT? Be- 


I HOW. \'ll JUST SPBll 
I fT OUT FOR H6R. 


I THey JUST WIPgP 
I AWAy...ey MOTHrue? 


sy Less THAW MOTHfMS. By RoiAWp. howthatI 
SH6 TOUCHeP TH6 ROCK SHe HAS FRSeP HIM, | 


PAMU-SIRgNS. 
Move RAR6W, 

Move. . 








H££(7 My WARMIMS OR I 
WIUU PO TO you AMP AU 
yOUB KIM WHAT I PIP TO SIX, 


suRy youR fimpimos 
OF US. pesTRoy it 
AS I WIU SeV£M. 


AS SOOM AS SHS 

utters the worps ■■bb 

MIMS " THEM ROLAMP WIUU 
OFFICIAUUy B6 HSR JIMMI 
AMP I WIUU BE HER PEATH 


AMP OMOE I'M POME I'VE SWORM 
AMOTHER PUEPOS-WAMT TO HEAR IT? 


MOT 

REAUUy. 


THERE WIUU BE MO MORE MEM TO SERVE AMP MV 
I PBOPie WIUU FIMAUUy BE FREE! THAT IS SAVE yOU 
I AMP yOUR KIM, OF COURSE. FOR yoU ARE TO BE 
I THE WITMESS. BUT IF VOU PO MOT PO AS I SAy 
I THEM you Wia BE AMOMO THE FIRST TO SUFFER. 


4S 




f \ ^ I -iH-’ y ^ i 1 
LI\1-L:llIVU 

UlliV - ‘LtU|pU<l L'irC 


1 BLOCK) SOAKS THE &ROJNP OP THE INNER 
' EARTH AS THE VICTORS SURVET THE 
AFTERMATH Of A HARP POUOHT BATUE. 


THE 

( PROFESSOR WAS ) 
V A NOBLS MAN. y 
THIS WAS > 
NOT HtS FIOHT y£T HE 
5ACRIFICEP HIS LIFE 
FOR ALU OF 
V. MANKINP. ^ 


w^mi K’ 


TOOK A LIKINO TO 
^ HIM MySEUF... 

7 TOUGH ^ 

■^-*1 L rTTLE FELLA. 

looks like > 

sot THE EXPLOSIVES 
CLOSE ENOUOH TO THE 
TUNNEL TO EFFEcnVEL/ 
l^r BLOW IT. ^ 


THE 

y RENPEZVOUS ' 
I POINT IS BEVONP 
^ THE SBCONP j 
■V RipOE... y 

Y ' 

[ripe with grbat 
^ speep- / 
■ 7 Y'BOR \ 
M ( WILL RECEIVE^ 
■\ THE NEWS ) 
I V QiACKlT.y^ 


WE MUST 

W MEET THE OTHERS 1 
r TO SEE IP THEY WERE 
[successful as well. 
L FINP A STEEP ANP J 
FOLLOW 


\AyriCIPATION SLOWS THE HANPS OF 
TIME AS MINUreS SEEM LIKE HOURS 
L TO MEN WAfTlNO TO SEE IF THEIR * 
j COMRAPES ARE STIU ALIVB- 


WHOA. 


► EASY BABY... ' 
WE'RE OOINO FOR 
. A LITUE RIPE, 
■kTHATS ALL^^ 


I 



rue siiMoueTTBS of rue 

UVING tJRACe THE HOEUZON. 


^ WERE ^ 
TOUR SROUP6 
^SUt^ESSFUU?^ 
^ ARE < 
THE FLOWS 
. CONTAINEP?y 


/GRSeriNGS^ 

[JACOB.. .IS THIS AU- 
^^WHO REMAW?^ 


THE ^ 
-3 TU>W£L WAS \ 
/SOWELL PEFENPEO \ 
A OUR MEN NE^'ER ) 
HAD A CHANCE, y 
they <“ 
'Y RELEASED \ 
IrHE LAYA SOON I 
I AFTER WE J 
\ \ ATTACKED. / 

y^rut other'^S. 

f OROOP WAS ' 
EPFECTWE AND THE 
oesTT^ucnoN of the 
L SECOND Ctry WAS . 


tVE SPOTTEPX 
r A FEW OTHERS > 
L APPROACHINO FROmJ 


^ THEY ARE ^ 
■from the fouotm' 
AND lASr TEAM. A 
AU OF 

W THE C7THER 
\SURVIVORS ARE 
L ACCOUNTED 

FOR.^^^^I 


^ET US WBLCOM^ 
MORE Of OUR KINO. 

k PIP you succeee. 

^^MVFRIENP? ( 


^ THArsrr... ^ 
Fall but one of theI 
[tunnels have been i 
L eesmoyep. J 

J THE LONE TUNNEL T 
[that was ACnVATEP 
L IS NO LONOER > 
^ A THREAT. ^ 

Y 

I ABOVE rr MUST ■ 
1^ BE OONE...^^H 

r y"80/> 

HAS fi/O OTHER 
TUNNELS TO 
L. ACTTVATE. 


^ yes. ^ 

WE PESTRO/EP THE 
TUNNEL BEFORE THE 
FLOW COULP BE 
^ TAF^P. 
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1VIRIATEN 
yOUR WORLP 
NO LONGER- 
m POWER 

Vis gone, a 


HE MUST BE 


y/ you HAVE 
/ SER</eO yOUR PEOPLE \ 
^f4i...TH£ OUTSIPE WORLm 
IS NO LONOER IN PANOER. 

, you FOUOWT BRA^LY 
\ ANP WITHOUT yoUR HELP J 
V MANy WOULP HAVE ^ 


B HELP ACCOUNTABLE \ 
f FOR THE DESTRUCTION 
I OF yOW? CITIES AS WELL 
L AS THE PEATH ANP . 

TORTURE CP MY y 

^^^WOPl^ ft J, 


IN A^P^ 

I PAyS WORK 

^MYMaN...M* 

W WE'VE HAP^ 
' OUR OWN SLICE 
Of- HISTORY 
V POWN HERE. ^ 
^ERICA'S FINEST 
AREN'T AFRAIP 
NOTHIN'.^ 


/■"■■ yOUH ^ 
COURAGE WILL 
NOT BE FOROOTTEN. 

THANK YOU FOR 
yyOuR STRENGTH. 
/ you MEN 
/ CAN RETURN TO ^ 
' yOUR WORLP. I V 


Kthere's \ 

( STILL SOME ) 
\FIGHTING j 
k TOPO...^ 
/ ITS TIME \ 
{ WE GOT 
[MEDIEVAL ON 
V THIS Y’BOR 
\ SUCKER! i 


, ANP BRING HIM 
\TO JUSTICE. I 


" NOT “ 
WITHOUT US 
YOU WON'T! 


(JOT THAT 


T 1 

\PAYBACK\ 

\timeiA 


RIOHT, 


y you MEN X 
'have the HEARTS) 
\CP UONS... V 

y- youR 

f HELP WILL BE \ 

[remembered, we 

\ MUST NOT ) 
\.PELAy. y 


IF y'BOR 

KNOWS HIS TUNNELS 
ARE SHATTERED, HE 
WILL ATTEMPT TO 
S.FLEE TO SAFETY, 
r MOUr^TT YOUR \ 
.STEEPS ANO let] 
N. US RJPE! ^ 





P6F£/1T IS AN UNFAMLWR CONCBPT 
TO UJRP YBOR. eVERy UNSUCCESSFUL 
TYRANT TWROU(?WOLrT HISTORY HAS HAP 
TO FACE THIS MOMENT OF CLARTTY. 


^ARE THERE ^ 
ANY TUNNELS 
REMAINING TO 
. ACTIVATE? J 


so... ^ 

' I HAVE NO MEANS ' 
OF PESTHUCTJON AT 
L MY PISPOSAL? J 


Y OUR HANPS ” 
'OUR EMRTY.-THE 
OUTSIDE WORLP 
i CANNOT BE 
L. THREATENEP. j 


TUNNEL 

r HAS BEEN EFFECTIVELY ^ 
ACnVATEP-.ALL OF THE 
OTHERS WERE SASOTAOEP 
L ANP PESTRCVEP BY i 
THE REBELS. 



whoever^^H 

' oesmoyep 

OUR TUNNELS AUJST I 
.KNOW THAT NONB r 
N. REMAIN. 

/ WE MUST ACff 
rTHIS PLACE. GAWet^ 
OUR STRENGTH ANP 
^ PLOT OUR NeXT j 

\^oys/»eNT.^A 


JATHER^ 
YOUR WEAPONS 
^NP HORSES.^ 
^ ft-f 

WMifsTisAye] 
L /4ro/vcf.' J 


^E WILL RIPE TO THE 
CANYONS. I KNOW OF 
A SECRET PLACE FOR 
US TO RESIPE. 




^ GET OUR ^ 
I NORSES 1 
VfMMEUIATELy..A 

^ ANP ONCE 
r we APie OON6. ^ 
FOUOW OUR TRACKS 
k ANP COVER THEM. , 
^ NOW GO! ^ 




COVER > 
' THEIR TRACKS 
AS ORPEREP AND 
THEN you MAT 
.UEAVe. you ARE 
PREE. 


00 Nor^^ 

"CAIL ME THAT... 

NOW po AS you 
k HAVE BEEN 



^TMOSe 
TH£ MEN WHO 
WOULP HAVE 

CeSTROYBQ 

^OUR WOHUPy 


rwey have \ 

laLLBO COUWn.ESS \ 

NUMBERS OE AY/ L 

/V PEOPLB. IT IS TIME 

Y TO MAKE THEM PAV ' 

_ - x (the PRICE POR THEIR 

V MUBDBROUS y 


V — JUST AS = 
f I SUSPBCTBJ... 

Ithe/are fleeino 

OUR PtHECTlON. 


WAVS. 

^Leru^ 

ATTACK!^ 


V PBAL WITH 
WS^YOU LATBR..._^ 
=OR NOW WE 
MUST PUNISH THOSE 
FOOLS FOR THEIR 
L. RISOBBRIBNCB. U 


FIOHT FOR 
W LIFE, NOT 
^ yOURg. ^ 



XT/SZ\ 

reoR— 

I AM wj * 
'ONB WHO W/U 
i 8 R/N 6 you TO 
\ jusTicei^ 


A MOMEMTOUS 

same is joinep. 


you FOOL... \ 
^^^^HOW PARE you ) 
^^^^OFf>Ose ME? J 
yOURHEAP 

SHALL ROU ON \ . 

!■ THE GROUNP NEXT ) . 

1 ^ TO yOUR LIFELSSS J M 

sopy .... Jj 

t m 

1 

1 W ?' 



^I^rjhh 







COWARP! 


^ THB 77/Iff ^ 
^HAS COME POR 
. YOU TO DIE BY 
^MYNANPS.A 


^AAAOAB^OSH! J 
r ISHAU ^ 
\CMERJSH YOUR 
^ PEATM! ^ 


^ASI ^ 
YOURS! 


' ANPNowr ' 
SRAUL PESTROYi 
YOU... ^ 





AAAAAASRGGN! 



/^NeveRr\ 

f YOU WILL OIB > 
BY MY BARE 
,HANPS FOR YOUR, 
y INSOLENCE, y 


Y YOU WILL ^ 
PAY THE ^Ce 
POR YOUR 
\£Y!L WAYS! ^ 





J WIU X 
8RJNG YOU TO] 
\^jusTiceiA 


} FINISH Me \ 
ORYOURPeATH^ 

I SHALL ee ) 

^^MiNei y 


I KNEW 

[you WOULP OHCW 
yNTO WAHRIOHy 

> IT IS y 
' A PITY I \, 
COJLP fJOT li 
^TtWIN you...^ 

BROTHeR7% 


cough.TW 
COUGH.. M 
T^KIU. MIM^ 
y:yRus.-.J 
y Hoo/ve^ 

( 7le^C^G THEIR 
H/3NPS /3ROUNP 
L THE NECK Of j 
y'80R-^ 


JVHA?I.' 


yH^YBSr''"^ 
/ BROTHBR....^ 
I CHOSe TO LIVE A 
DIFFeR£HTV\ft... 
FULPILUNG TO ME, 
BUT HOT youR y 
STYLE. 

y YOU x/ 

( I SEE OUR f 

V FATHeR L 

\IN you. yw 


TH£y WERE 

'KILLBP ANP t WAS CAPTUREP 
ANP GROOMBP TO BE THE 
^ ASSASSIN THAT STAMPS > 
BEFORE you. 

L ■ y BUT ENOUSH 

FOR NOW--I V| 
HAYE BUS/HBSS JH 
r •k. TO ATTENP T0.^£W 


PARENTS WERE 
VREBELS-^ 


JVAir.. 


T UATER^ 
BROTHER, 
w LATER^ 


r~ TQON'T 
MHPERSTANP.. 



r KJU ^ 
mm NOW— 
I ORPBR 
YOU! . 


SNOUGH 


reOR...! AM 
TIRSP Of YOUR 
s^BUOWIN&y 


ENOUGHti 


MMMMPNH! 


^BROTRBf^ 
WAm TW/U 
TAJCe rBOR 

\ro jusTiceij 


AAHNNM...^^% 

Tfui RJGmreous^ 

'OHt...l WILL SHOW 
, HIM ANOTHBR 
\ T/Pg OP J 

V jusnce. ( 


f WHATARf^ 
YOU PONG?? 
PUT Mg DOWN 
^mmep/ATEiy! 


r YOUR ' 
W/SN.../S MY 
COMMANP. 
k MYlORP. 



ooopB/e 

.rBOR! 


r wArr... ^ 

^OOOOOO! 


iTHE OUTER WORLP CAN 8REATHE A 
IsiCH Of RELIEF.. .A5 LORO Y'BOR'S 
REIgN OF TERROR IS AT AN ENP. ‘ 


ONLY TIME WILL TELL 
IF TWE REMAINS OF 
THIS BARBARIC SOCIETY. 


...CAN CO-EXIST 
WITH OUR OWN. 




WH/^T C?0^ 

you t/y/^ATT 

FRO/Vl \JS?\y 


IW T/4KINO 
THIS (5IRLf 


SET THE^ 
PIRATE SCU/W 
INTO THE 
f^SOUARE!^ 


--BUT NOT^ 
BEFORE IVE 
HAO m WAT 
>. WITH HER! y 


A IF THE ^ 
TRIFORU/M IS 
NOT IN /viy 
HANDS By 
^AlORNINS 


SET 

H1/V1, 

AOEN! 


OR I'LL^ 
KILL HER 
NOW) . 
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/AMP 

ARE 8URNINC5 

crry.' 


PIP ^ 

GET HERE 
WITH THE 
jTRIFORUm?’ 


WHO'S 
SHIP IS 


TEAH, > 
•AFE ANP 
SOUNP! y 





- -c- ft/ 




¥&^ 

1 >M|\JU 










YOU'LL ^ 
NEVER FINC? 
IT, BITCH! 


SKULL, 
/Vl-AKE Hl/M 
. TALK!' . 









IT’S THE 

■ CLc? ^/n£/^/^£.c^ m 









v^* Pwl 



^^fcfc^WHERE 15^ 



RHSr the I 

|H»^^TRIF0RU/V)?! J 










you 

OKA/r’' 


I A/M 


you 

LITTLE- 




NOW. 

60NNA 

KILL yay.', 


e\\/B 
/vie THB 
^RIFORU/Vl.i 


^ THEN ^ 
/OU'FE ALL 
^ ceAC?! ^ 



©ET THE/Vl 
CX/7T/^ 
^ HERE! > 


PULL 'Em 


LET 

THEm 



you 

PARKIN' 


HHunu. 


tfTALK. 



I^Hf. . / J 




Pd®^i^E2^4?^ J 







fhI ¥< 

m 



NOVA, 

WATCH 


.■•'■'Si 


^ I CAN 
.TAKE HER' 


^ you ^ 

,^72?/=V=?fZ? 
HER, NOVA' 

r LET'S 

' ear ^ 

I CX/TT^ / 
L HERE! yf 


■N\l 





/«/ <3UN 
QON'T 
WORK!) 


^ 5TIK! ^ 
HOIST US 
< UP! ^ 


tortura!\ 

yjj^/ANc? 

THE 

^Fm^eo'.J 


TOUR 

BONES!! 


W\ARK /V>y 
WORPS!^ 


/Ave, 

CA>PN) 


CHICK! 

J^dP/7-' 







HUNT^P^B 




/OU DOWN, 



^TTm j^,/ 

^ Mot/di 


TTlL 6RINP <29!^| 




I SHOULC? 
HAVe KNOWN) 


WHATri, 


rne 

TRIFORUmf 


IT'S ^ 
HBAZJBO 
FOR THE 
C7/IRK 
V RIFT) ^ 


r WE'LL > 
NEVER SET 
THERE ON 
K. TI/MEf ^ 


IF HE 

" ENTERS THE 
RIFT WE'LL LOSE 
. THE TRIFORU/V\ 
^ FOREVER) ^ 


TE>^H, I CAN 
C7ETONATE IT 
FROAl HERE)-- 



■■BUT WHAT 
ABOUT THE 
TRIFORU/V\?' 


I’LL NEVER LET THIS 
HAPPEN AGAIN--" 


/vc^y/^ 


--THIEVES ARE 
EVERT WHERE - -NOT 
JUST THE 6RAIN." 


"BUT I'LL 
FINE? THE 
TRIFORU/M 
AGAIN"" 


""IF I HAVE TO 
SBA^CH THE 
ENTIRE OCBAN!' 


ENGAGE 

mORPH! 

c?/i^£r 












r^ 




w 1 






IV^ 


BW 

ghi 

r* ^ m 


r ^ - Al 




///I 


y^ v^l 

«',. 9rj 





^ :'iji) -. 1 




My Lrm.e PfTs... ^ 
V yOU'VE SEEN SLEEPING LON& 
ENDUSW. IT'S TIME TO , 
tvA/ee ^ 
^ <y,cy 
VERy (JOC30. 

eXCeuBNT WORK. \ ^ 
AN ARTI6T COUUPNT J 
00 BETTER. - 


y' OF COJRSE, ^ 
^rr UACKS THE FINAU 
V TOUCH... > 


WteiN ’art , 


' BUT ^ 
THArS UP 
^TOME. 


W BACK I 

IHTOWM . 










MOT 

' INTeReSTEP. 

you CAN -reiL youR 
S06S THAT NOBOpy 
^S^RUt-ES RAISS^^ 


WELL, ^ 
MATBE WE 
CAN TALK MPRE 
ABOUT-mAT. 


^mJ ' • <■ 


V If ^ 

/^rT~ ?EPENPg!?^4.lA■ 

Bv2r WHO'S LOOKING 

— .-^LOHP PANIEL Si 

^ HAS A PROPOSAL ^ \^ 


V TO BECOME THE LEAPER 7 


•SL <^^0 Z « 








you TO (jO to her. ^ 
' I w/wr you to oisfi&utiB 

HER so NO AWN SWU £VBR 
W EEEL THE PASSION IVE . 
1 %. COME TO ENPURE. ^ 


PAIN. 



yge. SIR. 1 1 ( 1 

y PRINCES^^B 


/lUREAR/ ON ITS WELL... ;.'| 'ill V 

WAyT(0WAROs '' ifl 

( THEN NOBOC^ WILL HAVE 


^ TOWER... -1 Tltiilffl 

^ k^^Mi^Ly 





nU, -.. 



1*^ , 

LlitvCsJi* 

^IbI 




BUT THE 

T m A0£ 50JN<r TO ^ 
FACE IS PWLESS, FOOLI5H, 
UNPREPfCTABLE ANP 
. ONuy INTERESTED IN . 
k OesmOYING AND y 
^^^PIUAGING.^^,^' 


TvwrswHy^^ 

' I NEED PEOPLE WHO 
REASON JUST LIKE THEM. 
L AND yOU'RE TME BEST 
N. IN THAT FIELD. ^ 


It advantaoe of our N. 

r eNSMY 'HAS JUST IN THE 
NUMBER OF SOLDIERS, I 
.WOULDN'T BE THAT WORRiED. 
L I HAVE MAffY SOLDIERS^ 

IvSw m/selp. 


W yOU'RE FAMOUS^ 
IN ALL THE LANDS 
FOR yOUR BAP-TASTE 
. AND yOUR 
^ ARROOANOE. ^ 


A TOWeR. SIDE By N8 
r SIDE WITH yOURS, AS TAU 
AS yOURS. YEAH, TMATS WANT 
,I WANT. MD...r WANT IT TAUBR 

ONa FLOOR A 
TALLER! 


I'VE 

' (FATHERED AN ARMV ' 
OF MEROENARIES AND 
1. I WANT you TO . 
lx. LEAD IT. 


mAT?f 


■/oiVE you WMATeYeR\ 
f you WANT IF you AOBEE 
TO PUSH BACK THAT HORDE 
OF DEMONS AND SAVE 
L My DAUGHTER FROM 
K. THAT FOOL OF / 
1 0AYeS.^_^ 


am ME MY ^ 
rOWgR AND I'LL LEAD YOUR 
SAND OF MERCENARIES AND 
PROTECT THE LIFE OF 
^-YOUR DAUOHTER^^^^ 


THEWRE NOT^^-<^ 
^ PEOPLE WHO ACCEPT TO ^ 
BE LED BY ANYONE. THEY JUST 
RfSPECT THE STRON0E6T AND 
AM THE STRONGEST. 



ruev'UB 

oerr \ u & clcjser. 

wo AAORE THAN 
TWO o/sys AAAROH 
\,^ROM HERe^ : 



^ I KNOW. 
r FATVIgR. BUT I WAS ^ 
TIReO 09- BEINiJ LOCKSP 
V IN THeRBt WHO IS > 
> . youR ouEsr? 


^PAKUNOr^ 
I HAP ORPEREP 
you TO WAIT IN 
^OUR ROOM!^ 


' AHEM... HE'S ^ 
>^THE NEW ARMV 
\ UEAPEH. V 


OH,^^ 
Pt-EASEP TO 
.MEET you... 








yoJ'LL 

^ WIPE IN WERE UNTIL ^ 
r THE BNV Of THE SPITTLE- ’ 
WHEN I LWVE ALL 

lTHOSE monsters I'LL COME 
^ HERE ANP Ffiee A 
1^^^ /OU M/SELP. 


ANXIOUELT 
WAfTlNO FOR 
OUR REUNION. 

^MT LOVE. V 






aftZr^ 




i 

I • 







ygAM. I MliJWT 
- RgMEMBBR....^ 


Heuo > 

^BA/SS. PO YOU 
V RemeMBeR , 


YOI MUST^^ 
Be THe Le^eNOARY 
RAISei'M HeRETO 
VCHALLESk/e YOU'^ 


^HBMEMBeR CUTTINQ 
\YOURHEAOCUAN 



TweypiD^X 
/ SOMBTHIN(J \ 
I WRONG WHEN ■fHEy] 
\ PUT you BACK J 
X^TOGETHER.;^ 


you WON'T Be ^ 
Ilf AS ARfiOOANT AFTen 
\ rm FINISHBQ 
youl 


WHEN HE COMES HERE TO TAKE 
ME AWAy I'll Otve HIM TWIS HAT 
AS PROOF OF My UCVE. THEN 
WE WILU GET MARRIEP WITH OH 
WITHOUT THE APPROVAL OF My... 


WHO KNOWS IF My 
BELOVED IS WINNING. 








BR/NG YOUR 
RBAR TO MY 


Y r WANT 
MT MAtPS/ 
WHERE ARE 

V My- ■ 








. FATHeRl I CUT 

<^N >fTi I'ya^^ pinper-.^P^H 






— euT, " 
THArs TUB 
PBiNCeSS?/ 


WIUl. 

'tuey pm us 

I ANYWAY 
i_.NOW?^ 


DON’T 

THINK 

sSO.... 



/^SO. WE'P^ 
BETreR &o 


soaz^e 

MV 

TOWER.. 


SORRy^ 
BUT I 60TTA 
AWAY!^ 


' VE/IW,^ 
I KILLED 
TWELVE' 


WELL...^S 
fT WAS A OOOO 
RUMBLE AFTER 


V-^ET’S <50^»ts. 
Y TO TOWN AND > 
HAVE A PINT.' we 
MU^ OR/NK TO T»e 
k DfiAP ONeS! AM! J 
AM!^^ 


iMt© 5Hpl^X 



.i-V- 








*' *s *' 

' It 


€ncficmtment 


— the land of Prince Ivan, the grey wolf, the fire- 
bird; of Koshchei rhe Deathless, of Mikola 


ola 

5 Mozhaiski, of Baba 'i’aj>;a the witch. And, because 
.^} he came here about the same time as his first read- 


ing of Torah, he also pictured the wanderings of 


f! 


a>i excerpt by 

Orson Scott Card 


•• As one of the most consistently exciting writers to 
emerge in the last twenty-five years, Orson Scott 
\ (iard has been honored with numerous awards, 
' immersing readers in dazzling worlds only he 
^ could create. Now, in I'inchantment Card works 
i his magic as never before, transforming the dme- 
I less stt>r)' of Sleejiing Beauty into an original fan- 
* tasy brimming with romance and adventure. 


i- ’’ Abraham and Jacob and the children of Israel in ' 
”'»j this green place. He knew it was absurd- 
Palestine was hot and drv, the Sinai was stone and * 
sand. But couldn't he picture the sons of Jacob ' 
coming back from herding sheep in these hills, io 
'^•v show their father the torn and bloody many-col- . 
tt.;orcd coat? ^X'asn't it from these hills that 
! J Abraham charge forth to ilo battle for the cities of ' 

, ' the plain? 


The following excerpt from Dnchantment 
describes Ivan Smetski's first encounter with Uj 
» mysterious beauty. » 


■ "This is the rodina, the original homeland," 

■ Father told him. "Where the old Slavs hid while " 
the Goths passed through, and the 1 luns. And 
then they were gone and we fanned out into the '* 
plain and left these hills to the wolves and bears." ' 

• I hir land. Father still thought like a Russian, not • 
likcajew. 


He couldn't fly here, cither, but he couki run until 
he was so exhausted and lightheaded that it felt as 
if he had flown. And then he grew bolder, and left 
the roads and tracks, searching tor the most 
ancient and lost parts of the forest. I lours he'd l>e 
gone, exploring, until Mother grew worried. "\’ou 
fall down a slope, you break vour leg, nobody 
knows where you are, you die out there alone, is 
that your plan?" But Father and Mother must 
have discussed it together and decided to trust in 
his good sense and perhaps in the watchfulness of 
God, for they continued to allow him his freedom. 
Maybe they were simply counting f>n the visa to 
come and get him back to some American city 
where they could hide in their apartment from the 
gangsters' bullets. 




- •? ^ 




; What did Vanya care, at his age, about the original 
j Russia? All he knew was that tlic countr\- roads 
I went on forever without traffic, and with grass 
^ grt)wing where the wheels didn't make their ruts; 
I and the trees grew large and ancient in rhe .steep- 
; sided hollows of the hills where no one had both- 
ered to cut them down; and birdsong didn't have 
^ to fight CO be beard above honking cars and roar- 
ing engines. Someone had spilled a milkpail ofs- 
, tars across the sky, and at night when there was no 
moon it was so dark you could bump into walls 
just tiying to find the door of the house. It wasn't 
reallv wild countiy, but to Vanya, a city boy, an 
apartment dweller, it was a place of magic and 
• dreams, like the painting of Shishkin; Vanya half- 
.' expected to .sec bear cubs in the trees. 


’ * If the visa had come one tlav earlier, Vanya woukl- 
n't have found the clearing, the lake of leaves. 


■ He came upon it in the midst of a forest so old • 
that there was litde underbrush— the canopy of'»*_ 
leaves overhead was so dense that it was perjx'tu- 
, ally dusk at ground level, and nothing hut a tew * 

5 hardy grasses and vines could thrive. So it felt as ' . 
j if you could sec forever between the free trunks, ^ 
I undl finally enough trunks blocked rhe way or it , ' 
5 grew dark and murky enough that you could no ' y 
I longer sec beyond. ^ > 




This was the place where ail the fairy talcs of his | 
childhood must have taken place — 


f The ground was carpeted with leaves so thick that 
it made rhe forest door almost like a trampoline. 

5 Vanya began loping along just to enjoy the boun- J * 
S cy feel of the ground- Like walking on the moon, •' \ 
j if the Americans really had landed there. Leap, 

* bounce, leap, bounce. Of course, on the muon p, , 






I there were no tree limbs, and when Vanya banged 2 
I his head into one, it knocked him down and left | 
I him feeling weak and <lizzy. 

I This is what Mother warned me about. I’ll get a 
I concussion. I'll fall down in convulsions, and my I 
I body won't be found unriJ a dog drags some pare I 
I of me onto .somebody's farm. Probably the c 
I cumcised part of me, and they'll have to call in a I 
1 moyie to identify it. Definitely the boy Izak i 
[ Shlonio — on your records as Ivan Petrovich I 
I Smetski. A good runner, but apparently not | 
I bright enough to look out for trees. Sorry, but he fl 
s too stupid to go on living. That's just the way [ 
I natural selection wt;rks. And Father would .shake I 
j his head and .say, he should have been in Israel, f 
I where there arc no trees. 

I After a while, though, his head cleared, and he | 

I went back to bijunding through the forest. Now, ' 
though, he looked up, scouting for low limbs, and i 
I that's how he realized he had found a clearing — l 
not because of the bright sunlight that made the I 
place a sudden island of day in the midst of the 1 
j forest twilight, but because suddenlv there were j 
I no more branches. 

He stopped short at the edge of the clearing and [ 
j looked around. Shouldn't it be a meadow here, [ 
j where the sun could shine? Tall grass and wild- \ 

I flowers, that's what it should be. But instead it i 
I was just like the forest floor, dead leaves thickiv 4 
I carpeting the undulating surface of the clearing. | 

F Nothing alive there. 

[ What could be so poisonous in the ground here v 
f that neither trees nor grass could grow here? It | 

I had to be something artificial, because the clearing r 
I was so perfectly round. 

I A slight breeze stirred a few of the leaves in the I 
I clearing. A few blew away from the rise in the I 
I center of the clearing, and now it looked to Vanya I 
I as if it was not a rock or some machine, for the I 
I shape under the leaves undulated like the lines of I 
I a human body. And tlicrc, where the head should J 
I be, was that a human face just visible? 

I Another leaf drifted away. It had to be a face. Aj 
I woman asleep. Had she gathered leaves around I 
I her, to cover her? Or was she injured, lying here I 


I so long that the leaves had gathered. Was she 
I dead? Was the skin stretched t-.uit across the 
I cheekbones like a mummy? From this distance, 

I he could not .see. And a part of him ditl not want 
I to .sec, wanted instead to run away and hide, 

I because if she was dead then for the first time his 
I dreams of tragedy would come true, and he did 
I not want them to be true, he realized now. He did 
j not want to clear the leaves away and find a dead 
I woman who had merely been running through the 
1 wtiods and hit her head on a limb and managed lo 
I stagger into the midst of this clearing, hoping that 
. she could signal some passing aiq^lane. onlv she 
j fell unconscious and died and . . . 

I I le wanted to run away, but lie also wanteii to sec 
I her. CO touch her; if she was tlcad, then to see 
( death, to touch it. 

I Ic raised his foot to take a step into the clearing. 

Though his movement was ordinarj-, the leaves 
swirled away from his foot as if he had stirred a 
whirlwind, and to his shock he realized that this 
clearing was not like the forest floor at all. I 'or the 
leaves swirled ilccpcr and deeper, clearing away 
from his feet to reveal that he was standing at the 
edge of a precipice. 

{ This was no clearing, this was a deep basin, 

I round pit cut deeply into the earth. How deep ic j 
( was, he couldn't guess, for the leaves still swirled | 
way, deeper, deeper, and the wind that had arisen i 
I from the movement of his leg carried them up and J 
{ away, twisting into the sky like a pillar of smoke. 

I If that was a woman lying there, then she must be j 
I lying on a pedestal arising from the center of this 
I deep hollow. VX^omen who bumped their heads j 
) tree limbs did not climb down a precipice like j 
j this and climb up a tower in the middle. • 
I Something else was going on here, something «, 
I darker. She must have been murdcrcil. 

I He looked at her again, but now manv of the 
I leaves that had blown up from Vanva's feet were 
I coming to rest, and he couldn't quite see her face. 

I No, there it was, or where it should have been. 1 
I But no face now, just leaves. 

I I imagined it, he thought. It was that leaf — I | 
F thought it was a nose. There's no woman there. 




all to get ready, where had he been? The visas had 
come through suddenly, the flight would leave in 
two da)’S, they had to drive tonight to get to the 
train station so they could get to Kiev in time to 
catch the airplane to Austria. 


lust a strange rock formation. And a pit in the 
middle of the forest that filled with leaves. Maybe 
it was the crater from an old meteor strike. That 
would make sense. 


As he stood there, imagining the impact of a stone 
'ed on the far side of 
the clearing, (^r rather, it moved under the far side 
of the clearing, for he saw onlv that the leaves 
began to churn in one particular place, and then 


some 


dng on the plane as it flew to Vienna, Vanya did- 
n't bother to tell them about his childish scare in 
the woods. What would it matter? Me'd never sec 
chose woods again. Once you left Russia there 
was no going back. Even if you had left a mystery 
behind you in die ancient forest. It would just 
have to live on in his memory, a question never to 
be answered. Or, more likely, the memory of a 
childish scare that he had worked himself into 
becau.se he always imagined such dramatic things. 


A creature that lived in this hollow, under the 
leaves like a sea serpent under the waves. A ter- 
restrial octopus that will come near me and throw 
a tentacle up onto the shore and drag me down 
under the leaves and eat me, casting only my indi- 
gestible head up onto the center pedestal, where it 
wt)uld eventually lure some other wanderer to step 
off into the pit to be devoured in his turn. 


By the time the plane landed in Vienna and the 
reporters flashed their lighcbulhs and pointed TV 
cameras at them and the officials inspected their 
visas and various people descended on them to 
insist that his parents go to Israel as they promised 
or to inform them that they had the right to do 
whatever they wanted, now that they were in the 
free world — by this point, Vanya had persuaded 
himself that there was never a human face in the 
clearing, the pit was not as deep as he imagined, 
and the churning of the leaves had been the wind 
or perhaps a rabbit burrowing its way through. 
No peril. No murder. No mystcr)'. Nothing to 
wonder about. 


The churning under the leaves came closer. In the 
battle between Vanya's curiosit)' and his morbid 
imagination, the imagination finally won. 1 le 
curneil and ran, no longer bounding over the for- 
est fif)or, but tiv’ing to dig in and put on speed. ( 
course this meant that his feet kept losing pur- 
chase as leaves slipped under them, and he fei! 
several times until he was covered with leafmold 
and dire, with bits of old leaves in his hair. 


Where was the road? Was the creatures from the 
pit following him through the forest? He was lost, 
it would torn to night and the monster would find 
him by his smell and devour him slowly, from the 
feel up . . . 


for it to keep cropping up in his 
dreams, haundng his childhood and adolescence. 
But dreams don't come from reason. And even as 
he told himself that nothing had happened in the 
woods that dav, he knew that something had hap- 
pened, and now he would never know whar the 
clearing was, or what naight have happened had he 


reason 


There was the road. Not that far, really. Or he 
had run faster and longer than he thought. On the 
familiar road, with the afternoon sun still shining 
on him, he felt safer. He iojg»cd along, then 
walked the last bit to Cousin March's farm. 


Vanya never got a chance to tell about his adven- 
ture. Mother took one look at him and ordered 
him to bathe immediately, they’d been searching 
high and low for him, there was almost no time at 
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